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Figurative Language Fxamples

metonymy
synecdoche
consonance

assonance

apostrophe
wu@swmoun
allusion
antithesis
oxymoron

understatement

hyperbole
metaphor
simile
personification
pun

onomatopoeia

Lend me your ears.

Youve got a nice set of wheels!

and the silken, sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain

[ bomb Q*osﬂomzc l\ uu_umomoﬁ“_pwmm and _pcuuo&pmmmm \ define how I be
onﬁﬁms, these / mockeries

O eloguent, just, and mighty Death!

Stone walls do not a prison make

She was on a diet but Doritos were her Achilles heel

Many are called, but few are chosen

Alone together

“Tis but a scratch!”

“Ascratch? Your arm’s offl”

Is this the face that launched a thousand ships?

The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon the cloudy seas

The very mist on the Essex marshes was like a gauzy and radiant fabric

The sun smiled down on us today
[ used to work in a blanket factory, but it folded.

Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-y 9\&, \ He
tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all waslocked and barred..



